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LOVE AND SKATING. 

The moon was looking brightly out, 

The stars all gleeful dancing, 
While all along the snow-bound shore 

The giant trees seemed prancing. 

A night for glad, exultant love ; 

For wooing and for winning. 
The little god with well-anched bow, 

Sent shafts at random spinning. 

Soft mittened bands close held in mine 

Set all my nerves a-quiver : 
The blood went tingling through my veins, 

While skating down the river. 

The roaring flames leaped madly up. 

The sparks fell in a shower : 
With jealous care I guarded Nell 

From their consuming power. 

But skating sparks, not burning ones. 
Were doomed to bring me sorrow ; 

For Nell went gliding off with one, 
And jilted me, the morrow. 

Then fiercely skated I alone, 

My sorrow mutely nursing, 
The treach'rous, witching, skating girls, 

In my stern anger cursing : 

" The ice is their true counterpart. 

Alluring, smooth and glowing, 
Yet, surging coldly underneath 

Is Death's dark current flowing. 

" So sparkling, trusting, glad and gay. 

They skim with us the river : 
They lure our willing hearts away. 

Then turn and freeze the giver. 

" Deceitful, graceful, skating girls 1 

I'll shun you all forever ; 
And, scornfully, alone I'll glide 

Adown life's frozen river." 

Thus, musing, I moved slowly on, — ■• 

How weary, I was growing. 
The waspish frost assailed my ears, 

From arctic ice-cliffs blowing. 

A rippling laugh, a breezy rush — 

A pleasant, furry flutter, 
And Kittie Clyde was by my side. 

My aunt's adopted daughter. 

Her great brown eyes flashed into mine. 

Full of a starry shining. 
" O, Hal, you awful cloud," she cried, 

" Come, show your ' silver lining! ' " 

She fluttered round me like a bird, 
Wrapped in her snowy ermine : 

What thoughts within her bosom stirred 
I could not well determine. 

Her face was like the rosy glow 

That heralds in the morning : 
I knew her heart was pure as snow. 

Her life asked no adorning. 

A tiny glove fell at my feet — 
She challenged me to catch her: 

Her skating skill was something rare. 
No other lass could match her. 

Away she flew like white-winged bird, 

Back flinging me her laughter ; 
I picked the dainty gauntlet up, 

And swiftly followed after. 

Her hair like golden pennon streamed. 
Her white-plumed hat from under ; 

She flashed electric o'er the ice, 
I boomed along like thunder. 

In swiftest run between" two points, 

The winning had been easy ; 
But skating to a flying goal, 

To say the least, was breezy. 

(Did e'er you chase a butterfly 
Through fields of scented clover, 

And weary sit, with empty hands, 
When the vain flight was over ?) 

Straight forward she would shoot awhile. 

Like swiftly bounding arrow ; 
But when I heard her quick-drawn breath, — 

The space had grown so narrow, — 



Something went by me like a flash 

And she was gone ! — O, whither ' 
I turned ; in seeming unconcern 

She skated hither, thither ! 

She doubled, curved, and shot ahead, , 

My wits were in confusion ; 
The north wind's stinging wasps were hived. 

The cold was a delusion. 

Her ostrich plume stayed in my hand, 
Once, when I grasped and missed her; 

But she was rods away, at once — 
The very wild winds' sister ! 

I dimly saw, all up and down. 

That eager groups were waiting ; 
Our race, like Gilpin's, betted on, 

Ours was the only skating. 

I knew, at length, that Kittie's zeal 

Was fading, surely waning; 
Courage ! the bird I soon would bold, 

Yes, truly, I was gaining ! 

But, suddenly she wheeled about. 

With radiant face to greet me^, 
" Why, Hal ! how slow you are ! " she cried, 

" Poor fellow, couldn't you beat me ? " 

" I've won," I cried, " Miss Kittie Clyde ! 

Your strength has all abated ! " 
" The match," quoth she, " was not of strength. 

For proof of skill I skated ! " 

■Just then, with shamed and drooping face. 

Those watching crowds she heeded : 
" Oh ! shield me, Hal, from their sharp eyes! " 
Her starry ones mute pleaded. 

So, with her hand tight clasped in mine, 

We skated down the river. 
O, blessed spark that lured one Nell 

Away from me forever ! 

For Kittie's eyes with softened light 

Now shine within my dwelling : 
I feel their glow within my heart, 

It crowns the tale I'm telling ! 

Thus, skating down the years we glide 

Through every shade of weather ; 
And whether fair, or whether foul, 

We meet it both together ! —F. A. Blaisdell. 



THE FLUTE-TORTURES OF RAPHAEL 
MENGS. 

From the German of Elise Polko. 

One evening during the spring of 1745 a company 
of musical friends and lovers of art had assembled at 
the hospitable house of Sylvester, the court painter 
of Saxony, to meet the celebrated Domenico Anni- 
bali, whose distinguished appearance and sweet voice 
at that time enchanted all Dresden, and threw even 
the queen of the opera, the proud Faustina Hasse, 
and the charming Molteni, quite into the background. 
The proper hour for the arrival of the guests had not 
yet come ; and only a few intimate friends of Sylves- 
ter's, among them the highly gifted court composer, 
Adolph Hasse, sat talking together in front of the 
music-room, upon a garden terrace which overlooked 
that portion of the Elbe where lay the so-called Ital- 
ian Village, a true art colony and a little nest for for- 
eign as well as for native singing-birds, musicians and 
actors. The trees were in leaf, and spring touched 
with a magical beauty the whole country. One per- 
ceived everywhere the tender green, the delicate buds, 
the early violets, and that faint, intoxicating perfume 
which is only exhaled from the first spring blossoms. 

The moori was rising, and cast its shimmering veil 
proudly and tenderly over this young beauty, adding 
a charm to the whole scene, while from the last house 
in the Italian Village was heard the trembling tones 
of a flute which mingled with the entrancing song of 
a nightingale that was singing among the bushes in 
the garden. 

The conversation of the friends upon the terrace 
was suddenly interrupted in a singular manner. 

" Oh ! my friends, am I compelled even here to lis- 
ten to a flute ? " cried a young and strikingly hand- 
some man, rising as if violently excited. " Allow me 
to go into the house. I can not bear it." 

It was the talented artist, Franz Maron, of Vienna, 
who had just returned from Rome, and was making a 
short stay in Dresden, in order to visit his old friend 
Sylvester. 

" But, amicomio, one must always encounter a flute, 
so long as there are melancholy lovers in the world ! " 
said Sylvester, compassionately. " Conceal yourself 



for a while in my studio ; there at least you will not 
hear it sodistinctly. That zealous student over there 
torments me frequently ; he is the old, half-witted 
musician and enamel painter, Ishmael Mengs, a lonely 
misanthrope, who will have nothing to do with his 
kind, and can only be enticed out of his den by the 
promise of music. You will see him here this even- 
ing, as Domenico Annibali is the enchanter who pos- 
sesses the power to draw him hither. He himself 
plays tolerably well upon the flute ; but he appears, as 
just now, to give lessons to some unfortunate pupil 
wholly destitute of talent. The sounds are truly dole- 
ful ; and then, after every difficult passage, or badly 
executed trill, his expostulations and scoldings are 
wafted across to me. How often have I anathema- 
tized this neighbor of mine ; and yet he interests me, 
too, this curious fellow, with his sinister look and 
manner. But his eyes and features form a really 
splendid study for our pencils ; and who knows if he 
may not please even you, Maron, notwithstanding his 
flute, and that in the end you may not entreat him to 
sit to you as a study for a patriarch or prophet ? " 

The young artist only shook his head in a melan- 
choly and slightly impatient manner, upon the con- 
clusion of this long discourse, and disappeared into 
Sylvester's studio, which was next to the music- 
room. 

" What is the matter with him ? " asked Domenico 
Annibali and Adolph Hasse, at the same instant. 

'* Ah ! it is only a romantic story, but one that has 
made him ill and entirely unfitted him for work. He 
has lost a beloved one ! — " 

" How enviably young he must be, if he still grieves 
over it," laughed Annibali. 

"The poor man," sighed Hasse, gently, while the 
thoughtful expression in his beautiful eyes became 
still deeper. "Is she dead — or — " Here his voice 
failed, and a look of passionate pain crossed his face. 

" She is simply lost to sight. He knows not where 
she is, and in his despair has now conceived the in- 
sane idea of seeking for her over the whole earth." 

" Fool ! How does he know that if he should find 
her he would not have had only his trouble for his 
pains?" murmured Annibali. "Where did he lose 
her?" 

" In Rome ; and there he at last decided that she 
must have returned to Germany." 

" Was she a German ? Ah ! then he may yet hope, 
for the Germans are faithful," exclaimed Hasse, ear- 
nestly. " But tell us as much as is allowable of this 
sad story. Perhaps we can all help to seek for the 
stolen one." 

" It is no secret ; you may hear it all, and the story 
is soon told," replied Sylvester, as he rilled their 
glasses. 

" My young friend lived in the Quartier Georgio, in 
Rome, during the period of his student life, and vis- 
ited the Vatican as diligently as does every zealous 
student who is in love with his profession, there to 
dream over the highest models, to wonder and to 
learn. One day, as he entered the stanze of Raphael, 
he noticed a little group sitting at a small table draw- 
ing, and who did not even raise their eyes as he ap- 
proached, so deeply absorbed were they in their 
work. Apparently they were brother and sisters. 
The boy was scarcely eighteen years old, and very 
handsome, while the two sisters were evidently 
younger. The elder of the girls seemed to exercise 
a supervision over the others, for her graceful head 
was often bent over their work, with an expression 
of anxiety, and the only words she addressed to 
those opposite to her were from time to time a has- 
tily whispered 'Fit presto.' 

"Our young friend, the artist, was astonished at 
the beauty of these clover-leaves, and never wearied 
of admiring them. There was a peculiar charm in 
the features of the two elder: the youngest had light 
hair and blue eyes, and the others by contrast ap- 
peared very dark, The most delicate profiles, be- 
witchingly curved lips, dark brown eyes with heavy 
lids fringed with long lashes, beaatiful brows and 
rich black hair, enchanted the eyes of the artist. 

"They worked continuously without interruption, 
almost without motion, and with the exception of the 
oft-repeated ' Fit presto,' one heard no sound from the 
little party. There was something very pathetic in 
the expression of gravity combined with utter joy- 
lessness that rested upon all these young faces, mak- 
ing them seem much older than they really were ; 
and one could not fail to notice the striking poverty 
of their dress. When the artist left the palace, in 
order to take some refreshment at his modest lodg- 
ing, the brother and sisters remained and partook of 



